THE SECOND EVENING

44 Aren't I ? " she murmured, her lips curling up in a
faun's smile, her porcelain blue eyes lighting with the
wanton fire of which only porcelain blue eyes have the
secret.

It was altogether too much for the Southerner who was
used to the lustrous passion of brown eyes or the sweet
melting of what are called violet eyes, but not to this icy
ardour of wantoness.

"Those blue eyes," he muttered thickly. "Those
blue, blue eyes."

" Prenez-vous garde aux yeux bleusj* she sang lightly,
and then made a movement to rise from the settee. " Shall
I play to you ? "

It gave him a chance to put out his hand and touch
her.

44 No, no, sit where you are and look at me like that,"
he begged.

" You're talking like a photographer."

44 Must I now be mocked ? " he asked ruefully.

44 Don't you think you deserve to be laughed at, after
all that talk about friendship ? "

" I would lose that friendship sooner than to become
nothing more than a friend."

" Poor friendship," she pretended to sigh. " And I was
enjoying it so much."

44 No, no, you shall not torment me, my little Georgie,"
he cried, and kneeling above her he took that light
form into his arms to crush it in a long kiss. " Dieu! "
he muttered in a dazed voice when he sat back in his
place again and was staring at the clock-face on the
mantelpiece. 44 Dieu/ Did I ever say that you were
cold?"
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